THE SALAMANDER

" FAIEIES," murmured Evelyn to herself, (t are all so
nice and kind." She was lying on the thick rug be-
fore the fireplace. The cool, rainy California winter
had come and it was so pleasant to bask in the fire
just before going to bed. f( I wi&h one lived in the
house with me."

it Ziz-ziz," hissed the fire.

" And they all seem to like human beings, too/5
the little girl mused on.

a Ziz-ziz-ziz-crackle, ziz," sputtered the fire.

" Silly old fire : " laughed Evelyn ; t( it almost
sounds as if you were trying to contradict me."

16 Well, so I am," said the fire hotly. It brought
Evelyn to her knees in a moment. " What do you
know about fairies anyway ? " added the fire.

" There is a fairy in my house," cried Evelyn
excitedly, " it's in the fireplace. I never knew they
lived in fire too." She crept near to the hot blaze
and stared fearlessly into it. An angrv, red face
glared hack at her from the coals. It was a curious,
triangular-shaped face, completely surrounded by